
VVhererude inifgouernd hands from windowes (ops. 
Threw dull and rubbifh on King Richards\\ca.d. 

Torke. Then fas I faid) the Duke great Bultingbrooke , 
Mounted vpon a hote and fierie fteede. 

Which his al'piring rider feemd to know 
With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cride, God faue the Bultingbrooke , 

You would haue thought the very Windowes fpake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old. 

Through Cafemcnts darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage, and that all the Walks, 

With painted imagery had faydatonce, 

Icfu preferue the welcome Bultingbrooke^ 

Whild he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Befpakethem thus, I thanke you Countrymen: 

And thus Hill doing, thus he pad along. 

Du. Alacke poore Richard-, where rides he the whilfl i 

Torke. As in a Theaterthe eyes of men, 

After a well graced A<dor leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinkinghis prattle to be tedious 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt menseyes 

Did fcoule on gentle "Richard , no man cried God iaue hire; 

No ioyfulltonguegauehim hiswelcomehome, 

But dull was throwne vpon his lacred head; 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he (hookeoff, 

His face dill combating with teares and (miles* 

The badges of his griefs and patience; 

That had not God forfome drong purpofe decld 
The hearts of men, they mull perforce haue melted* 
And Barbarifine it felfe haue pitti ed him: 
Buthcauenhath a hand in thefe clients, 

T o whole high will we bound our ealme contents* 

T o 'Bultingbrooke are we (worn e fob ieci now, 

Whofe date and honour I for aye allow. , 

; Dut, Heere comes my lonne Aumerlc, {£nt<n ed ^ 
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Torke. Aumerlc that was. 

But that is lod, for being Richards friend ; 

And Madam, you mud call him Rutland now: 

I am in Paliament pledge for his trueth 
And lading (ealtie to the new made King. 

Dut. Welcome my fonne, who artthe Violetsnow , 
That drew the greene lappe of the new-come fpring. 

Aum. Madam 1 know not nor I greatly care not, 

God knowes X had as liefe be none.as one. 

T»rke. Well, bcare you well in this new (pringof time. 
Lead you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford? do thefe iuds & triumphs hold? . 
a Aum. For aught 1 know (my Lord) they do. 

Torke, You wiH be there I know. 

Aum. If God preuent not I purpofe fo. 

Torke. What feale is that that hangs without thy bofomc 
Yea, lookd thou pale ? let me foe the writting. 

Aunt. My Lord tis nothing. 

Torke. No matter then who foeit, 

I will be fatiffied, let mee fee the writring. 

Aunt. I do befocch your G race to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall conference, 

Which for fome reafons 1 would not hauefoenc. 

Torke, Which for fome reafons ( fir) Imeanctofec. 
Ifeare,Ifeare. 

Dut. W hat Ihould you feare? 

Tis nothing butfome band that he isentredinto 
For gay apparrell againd the triumph. 

Torke. Bound to himfelfe,what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? Wile, thou art a foole 5 
Boy, let me feethe writting. 

Aum. I do befecchyou pardonme, I may not (hew it, 
Torke. 1 will be fatiffied; let me fee it, I fay j. 

He fhekesit out of his bofeme-andreadsk, 

ireaton,fouletreafbn:villaine,traytor, flaue. ' 

Dut, What is the matter, my Lord ? ’ 

• Torke. Ho,whoiswithinthcre?faddlemyhoifc: 

I * God 
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